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now know not how to express those agonies. When
he went from me I stood gazing and trembling, and
looking after him as long as I could see him ; then
sitting down on the grass, just at a place I had
marked, I made as if I lay down to rest me, but
turned from her, and lying on rny face, wept, and
kissed the ground that he had set his foot on.

I could not conceal my disorder so much from
the woman, but that she perceived it, and thought
I was not well, which I was obliged to pretend was
true; upon which she pressed me to rise, the
ground being damp and dangerous, which I did,
and walked away.

As I was going back again, and still talking of
this gentleman and his son, a new occasion of me-
lancholy offered itself, thus: the woman began, as
if she would tell me a story to divert me; There
goes, says she, a very odd tale among the neigh-
bours where this gentleman formerly lived. What
was that ? said I. Why, says she, that old gentle-
man going to England, when he was a young man,
fell in love with a young lady there, one of the
finest women that ever was seen here, and married
her, and brought her over hither to his mother, who
was then living. He lived here several years with
her, continued she, and had several children by her,
of which the young gentleman that was with him
now, was one ; but after some time, the old gentle-
woman, his mother, talking to her of something re-
lating to herself, and of her circumstances in Eng-
land, which were bad enough, the daughter-in-law
began to be very much surprised and uneasy; and in
short, in examining further into things, it appeared
past all contradiction, that she, the old gentle-
woman, was her own mother, and that conse-
quently that son was her own brother, which struck
the family with horror,, and pat them into such con-
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